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"IFs going to be okay. | know they're going to like you." 
| pulled into my parents’ drive and cut the ignition Nate looked like he was going to throw up. | released my 
seat belt and took his hand, leaning over the console so he would look at me. | tried to show him with my smile 


that he had nothing to worry about. 


| saw my parents step out onto the porch, and | gave him a quick peck on the cheek. | sat back up and reached 
for the door when Nate's hand tightened on mine like vise. 


"Nate, trust me." | was able to wiggle my fingers as he loosened his grip. "I swear, the second either one of 


them makes a cradle-robber crack, we're outta here." 
He groaned and pulled his hand from mine. 


"Sorry," | said weakly. 


"No, you're not." 

| watched my parents' faces as we stepped out of the rental SUV. Hoping to avoid overly-shocked reactions, | 
had mentioned to my mom on the phone that Nate was a successful musician and that he was older than me. | 
had also told her that he was amazing and | was madly in love with him. 

As expected, my dad's reaction was minimal. His eyebrows went up approximately an eighth of an inch, and | 
was certain Nate wouldn't have picked that up. My mother, on the other hand, looked him over with wide eyes 
and a growing smile. 

| gave Mom a hug, and she whispered, "l'm impressed." 


"Mom," | hissed, a futile, pleading warning. 


| gave Dad a small hug and made quick introductions, hoping to minimize any awkwardness for Nate. He shook 
my dad's hand then my mom's, the redness of his cheeks peeking up over his beard when she added her other 


hand and held his. 
I'm pleasantly surprised," she announced with a warm smile. 


| cringed a little and glanced at Nate. He was obviously embarrassed but didn't appear to be completely 
mortified. 


Dad came to the rescue by adding simply, "She was expecting another long-haired slob like all of your friends." 


PEKEE 


After dinner, Mom asked Nate to help her clear the table. My dad and | picked up our beers and moved to the 


living room while Nate helped my mom. 

"She's threatening him in there, isn't she?" | asked, half kidding. 

"Your mother doesn't threaten. She makes suggestions." 

"Right. And she smiles sweetly the whole time, which is more terrifying than just making a threat." 

Dad smiled and sipped his beer. We sat quietly for a few minutes before he spoke again. "How old is he, Stone?" 
"He's 42" | chewed on my bottom lip. "He was worried about what you guys would think" 


Dad gave a nod of understanding, and we were quiet again. | glanced toward the kitchen. They were taking a long 


time, and | wasn't sure if that was a good sign or a bad sign. 


"| can see you're happy," Dad finally said. "He's good to you?" 

| could only nod. ‘Good! didn't even begin to cover it 

"At least he's closer in age to you than he is to me and your mother," he said with just a hint of a smile. 
"Jesus, Dad" | muttered, smiling in spite of myself 

"Barely," he added and quickly brought his beer up to hide his grin 

"DAD!" 

FEEF KE RK 


Once | had merged onto the freeway, | took Nate's hand, weaving my fingers with his. "See, they like you," | 
said without taking my eyes off the road. 


"It would appear so." | could tell he was trying not to smile. "Your dad's a little hard to read, though." 


"He thinks you're great. He wouldn't shut up about you while you were in the kitchen with my mom." | wasn't 


being sarcastic, either. For Dad, that was actually pretty talkative. 
He rubbed his thumb over mine, and | give his hand a little squeeze. 
"So, how badly did my mom threaten you?" 

"She didn't." 


| glanced to see if he was serious. "Are you sure? She has this sorta creepy, passive-aggressive thing she 


does" 
"Im sure, babe. 

"Wow. She really likes you" 

He squeezed my hand. "She said she's never seen you so happy." 
"She's right" 

"Then she gave me a hug. 


"That sounds like her." 


"And she asked me to take good care of you." 


"She asked you? She didn't tell you? Damn, BooBoo, she really likes you.” 


